6                     - CONTARINI FLEMING?

Bat for tne rest, she was cold and I was repulsive^ and
she stole from the saloon, which I rendered interesting by
no infantile graces, to the nursery, where she could lavish
her love upon her troublesome but sympathising offsprip^
and listen to the wondrous chronicle, which their attendants
daily supplied, of their marvellous deeds and almost oracular
prattle.

Because I was unhappy I was sedentary and silent, for
the lively sounds and the wild gambols of children are but
the unconscious outpouring of joy. They make- their gay
noises, and burst into their gay freaks, as young birds in
spring chant in the free air, and flutter in the fresh boughs.
But I could not revel in the rushing flow of my new blood,
nor yield up my frame to its dashing and voluptuous
course. I could not yet analyse my feelings; I could not,
indeed, yet think; but I had an instinct that I was diffe^
rent from my fellow-creatures, and the feeling was not
triumph, but horror.

My quiet inaction gained me the reputation of stupidity.
In vain they endeavoured to conceal from me their impres-
sion. " I read it in their looks, in their glances of pity fall
of learned discernment, in theii* telegraphic exchanges of
mutual conviction. At last, in a moment of irritation, the
secret broke from one of my white brothers. I felt that the
urchin spoke truth, but I cut him to the ground. He ran
howling and yelping to his dam. I was surrounded by the
indignant mother and the domestic police. I listened to
their agitated accusations and palpitating threats of punish-
ment with sullen indifference. I offered no defence. I
courted their vengeance , it came in the shape of imprison-
ment. I was conducted to my room, and my door was
locked on the outside. I answered the malignant sound by
bolting it in the interior. I remained there the whole day,
deaf to all their entreaties, without sustenance, feeding
only upon my vengeance. Each fresh visit was an addi-